THE BATHING CHORUS

A motherly old negress among them loiters to ask after
brothers and husbands in the Muscat Court, and have I
brought letters? She soon turns the conversation to the
question of customary payment, but with all the black
beauties agog in that expectation she is clearly no undis-
puted representative. Two parties at least are evident, both
animated by the single idea of bakhshish.

'Have you counted us, O Wazir?' shouts one. Tour and
twenty here, and four downstairs/ says another (this an
unblushing lie).

* Count us, O Wazir! Let your servant Muhammad
count us!'

I smilingly promise them a basket of dates and some
dollars for the morrow, and they gaily respond by lining
up in my upper courtyard as for 'Here we come gathering
nuts in May,* descending the stairway after a final rol-
licking ballet, to more drum fingering and chanting. And
so I turn complacently to enjoy the bath they have pre-
pared for me while their strains grow fainter and fainter,
and at last are no more to be heard.
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